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with myself as I had not been for many days, some con-
fusion of mind, some dryness of heart, some anxiety,
perhaps only half realised, but already about to have its
way with me, seemed to have passed away. As I made
my way along the Rambla in the sunlight and turned
again as on the night before into the Paseo de Santa
Clara, the wind came to me over the sea, bringing all
England in its arms, and in a moment I was quite cured,
no longer feverish or restless at all; simply to be alive
and here was a delight. How inexplicable those moods
that come to us so stealthily in our travels seem to us
afterwards; how groundless our fears, how foolish our
flight!
The great treasure of Tarragona is the cathedral, a
half-romanesque building of beautiful, golden-coloured
stone. In its own gracious expressive way it remains
one of the greater glories of Spain, a more (humane'
building, as it were, than anything which came later,
more beautiful too in its temperance, both of size and
style, than the melodramatic temples of Segovia, of
Salamanca, or Seville, which the traveller is taught to
admire with so little discrimination, chiefly because they
are big and imposing, very rich in ornament, but quite
without the sincere and simple loveliness of the cathe-
dral of L6rida, for instance, or this forgotten church of
Tarragona.
Begun early in the twelfth century, the name of the
architect is unknown to us, but the greater part of the
church is twelfth and thirteenth century work, and in the
* necrology' of the cathedral, on the 4th March 1256, Street
tells us that mention is made of a certain * Frater
Bernardus magister operis hujus ecclesiae,' who may
well have been the architect of the larger part of the
church and cloister as they exist to-day. However that
may be, the See of Tarragona is one of the oldest in